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ELL Hail! O awful, ſage Divinity! 
Goddeſs of Hence! hail! eternal Pow! 75 
Who knoweſt how the Univerſe was 
form'd, _ : 
How Nature firſt began! for thou waſt then, 
And ſtartedſt at the dread; creating Voice, 
Een her! thoik waſt, and ſtill thou wilt endure, 
When weary'd Time, and Nature are no more; 
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At Deſolation thou again muſt ſtart, 


And the vaſt Globe ſhall "OW thee with 3 its Fall. 


Thee, Wien __ / venerable Oneen! 
Whoſe Charms the buſy Vulgar never know, 


Thee the wile Ancients juſtly did revere, 
And Temples to thy Name devoutly raiſe. 


Thee, Goddeſs ! chas, at the nil Noon of N ht 
When all is huſh'd, delighted, I adore, + 


And the pale Moon is witneſs to thy Rites. 


Thee, pleaſing Deity! the facred Nine, 
Daughters of Jove, the bleſt Prerian Maids 
Purſue, and find thee oft in inmoſt-Groves; 

On Rocks remote, on ſhady Banks they meet 
Thy kindly Aid, while Phebus ever young, 
Immortal Phebus wakes his golden Lyre; - 
Thy tender Ear can brook: the heav'nly Sound: 
Thou'rt ne to a ic, and harmonious Verſe; 


[35] 


Of teltlels Man reſounding Paluce, Mitten dir / 
The clan rous Ganipy the dire; tumultuous: F. 
And oft at the throng d Par art call dd iu vain/ 
How awful yet Oer crouded Theatpes | ins nt 14) 
Doſt thoulpreſide, when Johnſon's manly ene, 
 Shakeſpear, or moving Ora warms the N 


O thb propitious to the tunefal Quire!” Fe 
7 Whereer thou doſt reſide, receive my Vows! 1 2 


Whether i in Deſerts wild; or Woods remote! Moos > wo — 


Where yet no Path is made, nor Echoes rude 5 * 
/ Frighter the Brpuar fromtheir lov Retreat; * I 
Or whether, lonely; tliou delight' e Py 
| At Noontide on The tar) Platß fs Hil 
While Flocks, and Herdsl And all the at Raye fil 
Of 'Ny#phr, and gun ate hid ibn S0 des 5j 
Or is the Gothic Temple's 5 "gloomy Me l 
The dusky*Cloilter;ior dark Cyprus Grove 


Thy low'd Abode?i Or doſt thou ehooſe to Balint 


| (Hard:-by-ofd Memphis, and' the fabled Nay” 28 008 
The empty Vaults ef lofty Pyramids, 


wel R Vain 
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[6] 
Vain Monuments. of ancient #gypr's Pride? 
Or, haply, farther. from the World remov d, 
On Pindas Top, or Atlas hoary Crown, 
Or ſome vaſt Promontory thou doſt ſtand, | 
Whence ſcarce the angry Ocean is o'erheard, . 
To laſh the hollow, far-reſounding Shoar. 


— thou'rt found, great Pow'r, vouchfafe th 


2 


Dei gn viſt our Retreat! the wa, Muſe, 5 
The ſacred Muſe with me your Help implores; 5 


WIZ 4 


Of N. ar, 999; Sports by turne we man to. — 
Of mighty Heroes, and of mighty Love... 9 

In vain the God of Numbers doth inſpire, 

In vain Apollo's. 8 Sons attempt to 0 
Without thy Influence. Come, Goddeſs, come! 
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Bring with thee Luiet, Contemplation, AD: 
Poetic ſions bright, and Dream ſublime, 
Such as of old great Homer did inſpire, | 
Such as the Gods above themſelves may dream, f 
Still Dreams indeed; but Dreams of mighty Jvve. 
ANY 5 WF PP, 
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Thus well attended, bleſs our Solitude ! 
There nothing ſhall ſuſpend thy gentle Reign, 
Save the low Murmur of a diſtant Stream, 
Except by chance ſweet Plylomel complains, 
Or Cue tunes her melting Voice, and Lyre. 
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